AN   INTERPRETER   OF   ENGLAND

it. Much we did know. We knew that the
cold courage and tenacity of our race had
stood the test: we knew that a million of our
best men were dead or disabled: we knew
that the civilisation of Western Europe,
built up through endless years, had been
saved as by a miracle for we had seen it
sliding down into the abyss. We saw the
boundaries of Europe once more fluid:
politically the work of generations com-
pressed into a lustrum and whole peoples
with responsibilities thrust upon them for
which their previous experience had but
little prepared them. And over all, exhaus-
tion and desire. Desire for what, no man
could tell. Yet this was to be expected. , . .
It was but slowly and bitterly that me:n
learned that the sins of the world must be
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